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The Path Master

(Continued from page 4)

the whiskey bottle! Quick! What?
Monny to pay? Trot out that grog
or U'll shoot your lumps out!™ 4

“He's been a-drinkin® again,” whis-
pered the game-warden, * Fur God’s
said, give him that bottle, somebody!™

But as the bottle was pushed across
the counter, MeCloud swung his rifle-
butt and knoecked the bottle into slivers.
“Dyinks for the crowd!” he gaid, with
wn ugly lnugh. *“Get down and lap
it u!: off the floar, you fox cubs!™

Then, pushin the fly-sorcen door
open with one elbow, he sauntered out
into the moonlight, earcless who might
follow him, although now that he had
insulted nnd defied the entire town there
were men behind  who would have
dape him o mischiof if thl‘.?{ had dared
beliove him off his guasd.

He walked moodily on in the moon-
light, disdaining to ecither listen or
glanee behind him.  There was a stoop
to his shouldera now, a loose carringe
which sometimes marks a man whoso
Inst. whred of self-respect has gone
leaving him nothing but the nakes
virtuea snd vices with which he was
horn.  MeCloud's vices were many,
though some of them lay dormant;
his virtues, if they were virtues, could
be ecounted in a breath—a noatural
courage, and a generous heart, paralyzed
and insctive under a lond of despour
and deep resentment aguinst everybody
and evervthing. He hated the for-
tunafe and the unforfunate alike; he
despised his neighbors, he despised
himself. Hia inertia had given place
Lo o fieroe restlessness; he felt o sudiden
and eurious degire for u physical struggle
with o strong antugonist—Ilike young
Byram. -

All at onee the misery of his poverty
arose up before him. It wias not un-
endurable simply because he was ob-
liged to_endure it

The lhoufdﬂ. of his hopeless povert
stupefied him ot first, then rage fol-
lowed, Poverty was an antagonist,
—like young Byram—a powerful one.
How he hated it] How he hated Byram!
Why? And, nshe walked there, ghuffling
up the dust in the moonlight, he
thought, for the first time in ks life,
that if poverty were only a breathing
creature he would strungle it with his
naked hands. But logic cartied him
no further; he began to brood agusin,
remembering Tansey's insults and the
white anger of young Byram, and the
threats from the dim group around the
stove. If they mﬂﬁrnwd him  they
would remember it.  He would neither
pay taxes nor wark for them.

%‘ln-n he thought of the path-master,
reddoning as he remombered Tansoy's
necusation, He shrugged his shoulders
and straightened * up, dismissing her
from his mind, but she returned, only
to_be again dismissed with an effort.

When for the third time the memory
of the little path-moster returned, he

eodd up s though he eould smo
or in the flesh stunding in the romd
before his house. She was thore—in
tho flesh. .

The moonlight silvercd her hair,
and her fuce was the face of a spirit;
it guickened the sl b in his
veing to sce her so in the moonlight.

She said: “1 thought that if you
knew I should be obliged to pay your
rnad-tn“x' if you ’do not, you would

pay. you?”
whadow ed across the moon-

t; it waa the collie dog, and it came
m looked up into MeCloud's shadowy

Y ¥ ee—1 would,” ho esid; “but I
eannot,”

heart began to beat faster; o
f wholesome blood stirred and

tide
flow hia It was the
lstent decency within him awnking.

tile path-master,” he said

nm very poor; 1 have no money. But
I will work out my taxes because you
ask me"”

nirudl:h-hurlnndlouknduum

He
l!mnl orest where dead pines towered,
) y

in the moon's beams. That
morning ho had out the Inst wood on
his own land; he had nothing left to
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U Jotham
> By Milbur D Neghit

% “And upon them came the curse of Jotham the
* gon of Jerubbaal."—The Book of Judges, 9:37.

lied,
And thus have you wrought me
wrong— .
And [ curse you now by the truth denied
That shall cut like a hissing thong;
By the hope you crushed, by the faith
you broke,
By the grief that you rendered worse, *
It shall drift in your eyes in the altar
smokes
Till you cower beneath my curse.

I have dreamed of this in the darkened days
And brooded in wrath at night,

[ have fought with your lies in the gloomy ways
When wrestling to gain my right;

With a curse that is keen as a serpent’s tooth
I swear you shall bend to me—

As deathless and great as the sleepless truth
This curse that I make shall be.

Though a man go down to the house of death
Revenge is a living thing

That will pulse its way as an outblown breath
Where the stars in their courses swing,

That will follow far past the dying suns
Through the orbits devised of old

Till it reach the place of the faithless ones
Where the planets have long grown cold.

And thus have you lied, and so have you lied—
My spirit can bide and wait :

With the faith you broke and the truth denied
Till it find you before the gate,

And there in the glow of a light sublime

.

In a vast, eternal place

 shall tear all the truth from the page of
time
And shall fling it against your face.

(Copyright, 999, by . 0, Chapman)
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sell but a patch of brambles snd &
hut which no one would buy.
he sald;

I guoss I'm no good,
“1 ean't work."

“But what will you do?” she asked,
with pitiful cyes raised.

“Do? Oh, what 1 have done. 1
ean ghoot partridges.” %

“Marke-shooting  is  sgainst  the
law,” she said, faintly. ]

“The law!" he repeated; ‘it seema
to me there is nothing but law in this
God-forsaken hole!" -

“Can't you live within the law?
16 is not difficult, is it?" she wsked,

“It is diffioult for me he said,
sullenly. The dogged bruto in him
was awaking in its turn.  Ho wos
already sorry he had ’anamd her o
work out his taxes. Then he réemem-
bered the penalty. Clearly he would
have to work, or she would be held
responsible,

“If unybody would take an un-
skillod man,” he began, “1—1 would
try to get something to do.”

“Won't they?"

“No. I tried it—once.”

“Only onee?”

He gave o short laugh and stooped
to pat the collie, saying, “ Don't bother
me, little  path-muster.”

“No—I won't,” she replied, slowly.

Bhe went away in the moonlight,
saying good-night nnd ecalling her
collie, and he walked up the elope
to the house, curiously at peace with
himselfl and the dim world hidden in
the shadows around.

Hp wus not sleepy. As he hnd no
enndles, he gat down in the moonlight,
idly balancing his rifle on nis knees.
From foree of habit he loaded it,
then rubbed the stock with the palm
of hig hand, eyes drenmir:g. >

Into_the tangled garden s whip-
poorwill flashed on noiseless wings,
rested & moment, unseen, then bro
out into husky, breathless calling. A
minute later the whinperinﬁ eall came
from the forest's edge, then farthor
away, :‘t‘lml. mnudihlgain the thicken-
ing dusk.

And, ns he sat there, thinking of the
little path-master, he beeame aware
of a min slinking along the moon-lit
road below., His heart stopped, then
the pulses wont bounding, nnd bis
fin tlosod on his rifle.

here wore other men in the moon-
light now—he counted five—and he
enlled out to them, demanding their
businoess,

“You're our business,"” shouted b:u‘!f
oung Byram. “‘Git up an’ dust out o
oxville, you dirty loafer!” X

“‘Better stay where you are,” suid
MeoCloud, grimly.

Then old Tansey bawled: * Yew low
cuss, git puter tnis here taown! Yew
sir meaner 'n pussley an’ meaner 'n
quack-root, an' we air bound tew run
yew into them mountin b' gosh!™

There was a silence, tﬂ!'n the same
voive: “Bo yew ealeulstin’ tew mosoy,
Duan MeCloud? "

“You hod bettor at?';i' whore you

are,” said MeCloud; m  armed.

“Ye be? replied n mew voico;
“then came sout o that or we'll snake
ye aout]”

Byram begsn moving towards the
house, shot-gun raised. i
“Blop!" cried McCloud, jumping

to his feet.
But Byram ecame on levelled,

and MeCloud retreated o his front

T
“Git 1t to him!” shouted the game-

wiardon; “shoot his windows out!”

Thore was o flash from the rond and

a load of buckshot crashed 1

the window overhesd.

Before the echoes of the report
died a al:e{:loud'u voice z::khwd
in, warning them f
ugomethiu; in his voice mrrestod the

genaral advanee.

ey e S
our tr Byram," e 4

i l?;ra wanted the exoose often .

But now I've it and

it, momehow. me nlone,

yﬂu'"
d!"” satd {he warden,

“He's no
distinetly, Byram crpt through the

(Confinued on page 8.)
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